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Yet soon, now from my princess free, I rather frantic grew than glad: For subjects, getting liberty, Get but a licence to be mad.
Birds that are long in cages awed, If they get out, a while will roam, But straight want skill to live abroad, Then pine and hover near their home.
And to the ocean rivers run From being pent in banks of flowers. Not knowing that th' exhaling sun Will send them back in weeping showers.
Soon thus for pride of liberty I low desires of bondage found; And vanity of being free Bred the discretion to be bound.
But as dull subjects see too late Their safety in monarchal reign, Finding their freedom in a state Is but proud strutting in a chain.
Then growing wiser, when undone, In winter's nights sad stories sing In praise of monarchs long since gone, To whom their bells they yearly ring;1605-1668      SIR    WILLIAM    DAVENANT               173

Yet soon, now from my princess free,
I rather frantic grew than glad:
For subjects, getting liberty,
Get but a licence to be mad.

Birds that are long in cages awed,
If they get out, a while will roam,
But straight want skill to live abroad,
Then pine and hover near their home.
And to the ocean rivers run
From being pent in banks of flowers.
Not knowing that th' exhaling sun
Will send them back in weeping showers.
Soon thus for pride of liberty
I low desires of bondage found;
And vanity of being free
Bred the discretion to be bound.
But as dull subjects see too late
Their safety in monarchal reign,
Finding their freedom in a state
Is but proud strutting in a chain.
Then growing wiser, when undone,
In winter's nights sad stories sing
In praise of monarchs long since gone,
To whom their bells they yearly ring;